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like a shadow
under the shades of stumps,
like a ghost gone astray,
like a helpless street dog,
I am roaming about
in the darkness.
Where in the darkness
is the face I knew?
Where is the pleasure
which I do not know?
I do not aspire
for the bright light
of pure intellect;
I do not aspire
for the radiant love
painted
by the colour of sacrifice;
I never dare to command
the dark illusions of life;
I never like to measure
the depths of the ocean
of invisible secrets:
neither do 1 hope
nor dare to hope to see
the bright dawning peace
of the morning
or the golden light
of a nectarous full moon;
never do 1 aspire
for the bright white lotus
that blooms
on the edges of the banks
beyond the storms
of births and deaths,
and that blossoms
in the waters